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intrigue a secret. "This resemblance you have to Augustin can,
if you wish it, give an appearance of nobility, of purity to
your love. But I don't want to have to shut my eyes, Jean.
What matters is that there should be nothing for me to see,
that, thanks to you Florence, made happy, shall never again
be an object of gossip. Do you understand what I mean ?' He
showed himself capable of grasping these subtle shades: he
had a taste for difficulties in love. I remember that heavy drops
of rain were splashing on the roadway. At my request, Jean
did not put on his mackintosh. I wanted a sodden appearance
to increase still more his likeness to the youth who once had
been heedless of the storms which it had been his mission to
raise. On the stroke of five I pressed the door-bell. I felt terrified,
and found myself counting the seconds of respite which I could
still enjoy before the servant answered my summons. But
Florence, no doubt, had been keeping her ears open, for the
door was opened almost at once. I could see her, dressed in
an outmoded linen frock, and trembling. Without saying a
word she led us into the small drawing-room which a sudden
break in the clouds had filled with the level light of the setting
sun. She devoured Jean Queyries with her eyes, and he, silent
and completely destitute of self-assurance, was darting his
head this way and that like a young and terrified wild bird.
My sister, in momentary uncertainty, passed her hand over
her forehead. In the mortal silence of that pause, when I
thought that I was attentive only to the thudding of my
heart, I had sufficient detachment left to take notice, why I do
not know, of the sound of a distant cab rattling on the cobble-
stones at this late hour of a spring afternoon. At last Florence
smiled. Her pale cheeks took on the colour of life, and a-n
indescribable air of shyness, of modesty, imparted to this
initiate of love, the virginal appearance, die swooning sweet-